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T was in & swampy village on the la- =afe aboard—"

goon river behind the Turner Penin-

sula that Pollock's first encounter |go alone. From here.”

with the Parroh man ocodrred. The

women of that country are famous for don't understand this Porroh business.’

their good looks—they are Galllnas with

& dash of European blood that dates trmll Porroh man* sald Pollock, bitterly.
the days of Vasco ds Gama and the Eng- |
lish slave traders, and the Porroh man, |

too, was poassibly Inspired by a faint
Caucasian taint in his composition. At
any rate, the Porroh man stabbed the
woman to the heart as though he had |
besn & mere low-class Italian, and very |
rarrowly missed Pollock. But Pollock,
using his revolver to parry the lightning
stadb which was aimed at his deltoid mus-
cle, ment the iron dagger flying. and, fir-
ing, bit the man in the band I

He fired again and missed, knocking &
sudden window out of the wall of the hut. |
The Porroh man stooped In the doorway,
glancing under his arm at Pollock. Pol-
lock caught a glimpse of his inverted face
in the sunlight, and then the Englishman
was alone, sick and trembling with the
excitement of the affalr, in the
light of the place. It had all happened
in lese time than it takes to read about it

The woman was quite dead, and, having
ascertained this, Pollock went to the en-
trance of the hut and looked out. Half
& dozen of the porters of the expedition
were standing up in a group near the
green huts they occupled. and staring to-
ward him, wondering what the shota
=gt slgnify.

$oliock came out of the hut cautiously
and walked toward the river, looking over
his shoulder at Intervals. But the Por-
roh man had vanished. Pollock clutched
his revolver nervously in his hand

One of his men came to meet him, and
ns he came pointed to the bushes behind
the hut fn which the Porroh man had |
Foliock had an irritating
persuasion of having made an absolute
fool of himself; he felt Dbitter, savage,
at the turn things had taken At the
same time, he would have to tell Water-
house—the moral, exemplary, cautious
Waterhouse—who would inevitably take
the matter serfously. Pollock ctirsed bit-
terly at his luck, at Waterhouse, and es-
peciaily at the West Coast of Africa He |
felt consummataly sick of the expedition
And in the back of his mind all the time |
wEs & speculative doubt where preciscly
within the visible horison the Porroh man |
might be. |

It is perhaps mather shocking, but hal'
was not at all upset by the murder that
had just happened. He had seen 80 much
brutality during the last three months,
so many dead women, burned huts, dry-
Ing skeletons, up the Klttam River in the
wake of the Sofa cavalry, that his senses
were blunted. What disturbed him was
the persunsion that this business was
only beginning. |

He swore savagely at the black, who
ventured to ask a question, and went on |
into the tent under the orange trees
whers Waterhouse was lying, feellng ex-
asperatingly llke a boy going into the
headmaster’s study.

Waterhoose was still sleeping off the
effects of his last dose of chlorodyne, and
Pollack sat down on & packing case be-
side him, and, lighting his pipe, walted
for him to awake. About him were scat-
tered the pots and weapons Waterhouse
had collected from the Mendl people, and
which he had been repacking for the
canos voyage to Bulyma.

Presently Waterhouse woke up, and,
after judicial stretching, decided he was
all right again. Pollock got him some
tea. Over the tea the incidents of the
afternoon were described by Pollock,
after some preliminary beating about the
hush., Waterhouse took the matter even
more sorjously than Poliock had anticl-
pated. §He did not simply disapprove; he
scolded, he

“You're offe of those [nfernal fools
who think a black man i{sn't & human be-
ing,” he sald. "I can't be {ll a day with-
out you must get into some dirty scrape
or other. This i the third time In a
month that you have comes Crossways-on
with a native, and this time you're in for
it with & vengeance. Porroh, too!
They're down upon you enough as it is
about that idel you wrote your silly name
And they're the most vindictive
devils on earth! You make a man|
ashamed of clvilization. To think you|
zome of a decent family! l

Twi-

disappeared.

insulted.

on.

If ever I cum- |
ber myself up with a wiclous, stupid|
joung lout like you again—"

“Steady on, now," snarled Pollock, In
‘he tone that always cxasperated Water-
wouse; “steady on*

At that Waterhouse became speechiess.
He jumped to hiz feet

“Look here, Pollock,” he said, after a
struggle to control his breath. “You mult.!
g0 home. I won't have you any longer, |
Cm il enough as it is through you—" |

“Keep your hair on™ sald Pollock, |
staring in front of him. “*T'm resdy|
enough to go.” !

Wiaterhouse became calmer again. He
sut down on the camp stool “Very well"
he said

| ¥iclously.

'village was interested, but not threaten-

|50 .qulet,” sald Waterhouse, after a gap
| of silence. Pollock wanted to know what

| clay bullet came whistling close to Pol-

| considering him to be comparatively safe

I “I'll go to Sulyma with you ahd see you 1

“You needn’'t,” sald Pollock, “I can a0 s I

“Not far,” said Waterhouse. “You

“How should I know she belonged to

“Weil, she did,” sald Waterhouse: “and
| you can't undo the thing. Go alone, In-
|deed! I wonder what they'd do to you.
You don't seem to understand that thhl
| Porroh hokey-pokey rules this coumtry.
is its law, religion, constitution, medicine,
magic—— They appoint the chiefs. The
Inquisition, at its best, couldn't hold &
candle to these chaps. He probably will
set Awajale, the chief here, on to us. It's
lucky our porters are Mendis. We shall
have to shift this lttle settlement of

a0

Pollock and the
- Porroh Mlan

=

on the mud n little way up the river, to
be found by an Intelligent Arab half-
breed, and offered for sale to Pollock and
| Perera as a curlosity, just on the edge
| 5 night. The native hung about In the
| brief twilight, making lower and lower
offers, and at last, getling scared in some
way by the evident dread these wise white

ap

Z)

ours— Confound you, Pollock! And, of

| men had for the thing, went off, and,

course. yYou must go and miss him.”

He thought, and his thoughts seemed
disagreeable. Presently he stood up and expedition to Gbemma. and Pollock be-

took his rifie. “1'd keep close for a bit, | “ams very friendly with Perera. the oniy

ns he went out “I'm golng out to see
what I can find out about "

Polliock remained sitting in the tent, .
meditating. I was meant for & civilized | °?4 De appreciated the Englishman’s
life,” he sald to himself regretfully, as|‘riendliness as a great compliment.
he filled his pipe. “The sooner 1 get back
to London or Paris the better for me.”

His eye fell on the sealed case In which
Waterhouse had put the featherlesa pol-
soned arrows they had bought in the
Mend| country. "1 wish I had hit the
beggar somewhere vital” said Pollock

him everywhere. Perera was a little Por

Waterhouse came back after a long in-
terval. He was not communleative, though
Pollock asked him questions enougif” The
Porroh man, It =«ms, was a prominent
member of that mystical soclety. The

ing. No doubt the witch doctor had gone
into the bush. He was & great witch doc-
tor., “Of course, he's up to something.”
sald Waterhouse, and became silent.

“But what can he do?" asked Pollock,
unheeded.

“I must get you out of this. There's
something hrewing or things would not be

the brew might be. “Dancing In a cirele
of akulls,” sald Waterhouss; “brewing a
stink in a copper pot.” Pollock wanted
particulars. Waterhouse lost his temper.
“How the devil should I know?™ hg said
to Pollock's twentieth inquiry what the
Porroch man would do. “He tried to kill
you offhand in the hut. Now, I fancy he
will try something more elaborate. But
you'll see fast enough. I don't want to
help upnerve you. It's probably all nom-
senne.”

That night. as they wers sitting at thelr
fire, Pollock again tried to draw Water-
house out on the subject of Porroh
methods. “Better get to sleep,” sald
Waterhouse, when Pollock's bent became
apparent; “we start early tomorrow. You

may want all your nerve about youw."

“But what line will he take™

“Can't say. They're versatile peopla
They know a lot of rum dodgen. You'd
better get that copper devil, Shakespear,
to talk.”

There was a flash and a heavy bang out
of the darkness behind the huts and a

lock’s head. This, at least. was crude
enough. The bl&_ek.l and halftreeds sit-

ting and round thelr own fire
Jumped up. some one fired into the
dark.

“Better go into one of the huts' sald
Waterhouse, quietly, still sitting un-
moved.

Pollock stood up by the fire and drew
his revolver. Fighting, at least, he was
not afrald of. But a man in the dark is
in the best of armor. Realizing the wis- |
dom of Waterhouse's advice, Pollock
went into the tent and lay down there. ]

What little sleep he had was disturbed
by dreams, variegated dreams, but chief-
Iy of the Porroh man's face, upsids down, |
as he went out of the hut, and looked up
under his arm. It was odd that this tran- |
sitory Impression should have stuck so|
firmly in PFollockls memory. Moreover,
he was troubled by queer pains In his
limbs.

In the white Raze of the early morning,
as they were loading the canoes, a barbed
arrow suddenly appeared quivering In the
ground close to Pollock's foot. The boys
made A perfunctory effort to clear out the
thicket, but It led to no eapture.

After these two occurences, there was
a dispasition on the part of the expedi-
tion to leave Pollock to himself, and
Pollock became, for the first time in his
life, anxious to mingle with blacks. y.yed its message plainly enough. Pol-
Waterhouse took one canoe, and Pollock. jo.i sat up in his hammock, revolver in
in spite of a friendly desire to chat with | pand, all that night, and next morning
Waterhouse, had to take the other, He confided, to some extent, in the Anglo-
was left all alone in the front part of the | partuguess.
canoe, and he had the greatest trouble| pepera took the matter sorlously. He |
3':., ﬂ;n:" ::e m-l':‘;*h: ‘:l"ﬂ r::t love hi:: knew the local customs pretty thorough-
K 0 the mi ® 0 ® Tiver, a © 1I¥. "It is a personal question, you must
hundred yards or more from sither shore. krm'_ It Is revenge. ,:m: of co:m he is
However, he made Shakespear, the Free- l hurried by your leaving de country. None |
31"“"’? haifbreed, come up to his own Eﬂdlaf de natives or halfbreeds wlil Interfere
d‘h: ne qf::;" and t;‘:“:!lmilt;’:l ::Dﬂ’:t' wid him very much—unless you make It |
which § CEPOAT, ng in attem wort delr while. If you eome upon him|
to leave Pollock alone, presently did with | guddenly, you might shoot him. ’!‘:ut den |
conslderable freedom and gusto. he might shoot vou, |

The day passed. The canoe glided swift- | Del: dere’s dis—infernal magic,” sald|
ly along the ribbon of lagoon water be-| Perera. “Of course, I don't believe In It—
tween lh!n:;lﬂ olf “::; l;:l!. flll:-:dm superstition; but still #t's not nice to tink '
PapyTus, palm-w ms, with t wherever you are, dere Is a black |
the dark mangrove swamp to the left,! :.-.m, who -pen;a a moonlight night nowi
through which one could hear now and and den s-dancing about a fire to send
then the rear of the Atlantic surf. Shake- you bad dreams— Had any had dreams™ |
spoar told, In his soft blurred English, of  “Rather,” said Pollock. *T keep on see-
how the Porroh could cast spells;: how | Ing the beggar's head upside down grin-
men withered op under their malion; how | ning at me and showing all his teeth as
l:a,\- could a::: dreams and devils; how  he did In the hut, and coming close up to
they tormen and killed the sons of  me and then going ever so far off and
Ijibu; how they kidnapped a white trader | coming back. It's nothing to be afraid
from Sulyma who had maltreated one of | of, but somehow it simply paralyzes me
the soct, and how his body looked when  with terror in my sleep. Queer thinge—
it wax found. drenms. I know it's a dream all the

The next day they reached Sulyma, and | time. and T can’t wake up from it."
smelled the sea breeze; but Pollock had| “Tt's probably only fancy,” sald Perera.
to put up there for five days before he | "Den my niggers say Porroh ren can
could get on to Freetown. Waterhouse, | send snakes. Seen any snakes lately ™™
“Only one. I him this moming
here, and within the pale of Freetown in- mmﬂurmuthm Almont
fluence, left him and wont back with the | trod on him as T got up.”

For two days nothing bappened out of
the ordinary: for the most part Pollock

they had In common—and Pollock sﬂll
| into debt. Then, on the second evening. |
Pollock had a disagreeable intimation of
| the arrival of the Porroh man in Sulyma
by geiting & flesh wound in the shouider |
from a lump of filed lron. It was a long |
shot, and the missile had nearly spent
its force when”It hit him. Still It con-

| Ingly:

| warmly., shuffling.

“Ah!” sald Perera, and then, reassur-
. “Of course It s Hﬂl-ﬂd‘-ll::.-.t corner, whore it came to rest upside
it T were you.” he said. over his shoulder, | T°¥ident white trader at Sulyma—so Stil, I would keep my ays open. 0 | down. but giaring hard at Pollock.

44 friendly, indeed, that he went about with | dere’s pains in de bones.
“l thought they were due to missma™ |
tuguese Jew, who had lived in England, | said Pollock.

i

“Probably dey are. When did dey be- Mandl
| stn T

———

Then he got up and walked eround it, giving it a wide berth.

Then Pollock remembered that he first
notlced them the night after the fight in

and Perera played Nap—the only game|the hut. “It's my opinion he don't want

to kill you," said Perera—*at least not
yet. I've heard deir idea is to scare and
worry & man wid deir spells and narrow
misses and rheumatic pains and bad
dreams and all dat until he's sick of life.
Of course, It's all talk. you know. You
mustn’t worry about it But 1 wonder

| what he'll be up to next.™
have to be up to something

“I whall
first,” sald Pollock, staring gloomily at
the greasy cards thet Perera was putting
on the table. “It don't suit my dignity
to be followad mbrut and shot at and
blighted in this way.

Ho looked at Perera suspiciously.
“Very likely it does™ sald Perera
“Dey are wonderful

| prople

That afternoon Pollock killed two
snakes in his hammock and there was
also an extraordinary increase in the
number of red ants that swarmed over
the place; and these anmoyances put him
in a it of temper to talk over business
with a certain Mend! rough he had inter-
viewed before. The Mendl rough showed
Pollock a little iron dagmger and demon-
strated where one struck in the neck In

1 wonder if Porroh '
hokey-pokey upsets your luck at cards™ |

a way that made Pollock ghiver: and in

return for certain considerations Pollock

promised him a double-barreled gun with |

an ornamental lock.

In the evening, as Pollock and Perera
wers playing cards, the Mendi rough
came in through the doorway, carrying
something In a blood-soaked plece of na-
tive cloth.

*“Not here!" =said Pollock, very hur-
riedly. “Not here!"

But he was nol quick enough to pre-
vent the man, who was anxious to get
to Pollock’s side of the bargaln. from
opening the cloth and throwing the head
of the Porroh man upon the table. It
bounded from there on the floor, leaving

imlln: Pollock's shed, threw his burden
'In there for Pollock to discover in the

a red trafl on the carda, and rolled into

Porera jumped up as the thing fell|
among the cards and began In his ex-|
| citemant to gabble !n Portuguese. Tha
man was bowing, with the red
cloth In his hand. “De gun!™ he sald
| Pollock stared back at the head In the
Icoﬂ'l:r. It bore exactly the expression It
had In his dreams. Something seemed
|to snap in his own brain as he looked
at It I

Then Perera fougd hls Engiish again. |

“You got him killed™ he sald. "“You
daid not kill him yourself™

“Why should I™ said Pollock.

“But he will not be able to take it off
now!"

“Take what off ™ sald Pollock,

“And all dese cards are spaoliedq®™”

“What do you mean by taking off™
sald Pollock. - 1

“You must send me s new pack from |
Freetown. You can buy dem dere.” 1

“But—‘take It off™* '

“It is only superstition. 1 forgot. De
niggers say dat If de witches—he was a |
witch— But it s rubblsh— You must !
maks the Porroh man take it off. or kill
him yourself— Tt is very silly.” |

Pollock swore under his breath, still|
staring hard at the head In he corner.

“lI can't stand that glare,” he sald. |
Then suddenly he rushed at the thing!
| andl kicked {t. It rolled pome vards or so,
{and came to rest in the same position as |
| before, upside down. and looking at him. |

“He is ugly,” sald the Anglo-Portu-|
guese. “Very ugly. Dey do it on delrl
faces with little knives.™ 1

Pollock would have kicked the head |
agsin, but the Mend! man touched him
on the arm. “De gun™ he mald, looking
nervously at the head.

“Two—if yvou will take that beastly
thing away.” sald Pollock,

The Mend! shook his head, and Intl-
mated that he anly wanted one gun now
due him and for which he would be
obliged. Pollock found nelther cajolery
nor bullving anv good with him. Perera
had a gun to sell (at a profit of 30 per
cent), and with that the man presengly
departed. Then Pollock's eves, against|
his will. were recalled to the thing on
the floor.

“It is funny dat his head keeps upside
down,” sald Perera, with an uncasy
laugh,

Pollock pulled himeself together, and
wont and picked up the head. He would
hang it up by the lamp hook In the mid-
dle of the celling of his room, and dig a
grave for It at once. He was under the

Impression that he hung 1t up by the
hair, but that must have been wrong. |
for when ha returned for it It was hang-
ing by the neck upside down.

He buried It before sunset on the north
slde of the shed he occupled, so that he
should not have to pass the grave lt!nrl
dark when he was returning from Per-|
era’s. He killed two snakes before he
went to sleep. In the darkest part of the
| night he awoke with a start and heard
a pattering round and something scoap-
ing on the floor. He sat up nolaelessly,
and felt under his pillow for his revol-
ver, A mumbling growl followed., and
Pollock fired at the sound. There was
|a yelp and something dark passed for a |
moment across the hazy blue of the door-
 way. "“A dog!" =aid Pollock. lving down
again.

In the early dawn he awoke agaln with
a pecullar sense of unrest. The vague
pain In his bones had returned. For some
time he lay watching the ged ants that
were swarming over the eolling, and then,
as the light grew brighter, he looked |
over the edge of the hammock and saw |
something dark on the floor, He gave |
such a violent start that the hammock |
overset and flung h'm oof, i

He found himself lying perhaps a yard |
away from the head of t Porroh man.
It had been disinterred by the dog, and
the nose was grievously battered. Ants |
and fles swarmed over It. By an odd
coincidence, It was still upside down and
with the same diabolical expression In

the inverted eyes.

|
frenzy.

| England.

morning.

At this Pollock got Into a kind of
Hes would hurn the thing. He
went out stralghtway into the dawn and
had constructed a big pyre of brushwood
before tha heat of the day. He was In-
terrupted by the hooter of the little pad-
die steamer from Monrovia to Buthurst,
which was coming through the gap In
the bar. “Thank heaven!" sald Poliock,
with Infinite plety, when the meaning of
the sound dawned upon him. With tremb-
ling hands he lit his plle of wood hastily,
threw the head upon it. and went away
to pack his portmantsau and make his
adieux to Perera.

That afternoon, with & sense of infinite
relief, Pollock watched the flat swampy
foreshore of Sulyma grow small in the

| distance.

“Good by, Porroh! sald Pollock
“Good by—certainly not au revoir.”

The captain of the steamer came and
jeaned over the rall beside him, and wish-
ed him good evening, and spat at the
froth of the wake in token of friendly
eape.

“f plcked up s rummy curio on the
beach this go.,'”” sald the captain. “It's
a thing T never saw done this side of
Indy before.”

“What might that be™ sald Pollock.

*Pickled ‘ed.” sald the captain

“What?" sald Pollock,

“'Ed—amoked. 'Ed of one of these
Porroh chaps, all ornamented with knife
cuts. Why! What's up? Nething? I
shouldn't have took you for & nervous
chap. Green in the face. By gorh! you're
a bad sailor. All right. ¢h? Leord, how
funny you went! Well, this "ed 1 was
telling you of ia & bit rum In & way. I've
got it. along with some snakes, In & jar
of spirit Im my cabin what T keeps for
such curios. and I'm hanged If It don't
float upey down. Hello™*

Pollock had given an Incoherent ery
and had his hands (n his hair. He man
toward the paddle boxes with s half-
formed ldea of jumping Into the sea, and
then he realized his position and turned
back toward the captain.

“Here'™ sald the captaln. “Jack Phil-
ipa, just keep him off me'! Siand off! No
nearer, mister’ What's the matter with
you? Are you mad?™

Pollock put his hand to his head. Tt
was no good explaining. “T believe I am
pretty mearly mad at times," he sald
“It's & paln [ have hera. Comes suddeniy.
You'll excuse me, T hope.”

He was white and In a perspiration. He |

saw suddenly very clearly all the danger
he ran of having his sanity doubted, The
captain described the head in detall
the while Pollock was strugziing to keep

under & preposterous persuasion that the |
ship was as transparent as glass and that
he could distinctly see the inverted face

Inoking at him from the cahin beneath
his fest.

Pollock had & worse time almost on the
steamer than he had at Sulyma. All day
he had to control himself in spite of his
intense perception of the Imminent pres-

ence of that horrible head that was over- !

shadowlug his mind. At night his old
nightmarn returned. until. with a vieient
effort. he would force himself awake,
rigid with the horror of it. and with the
ghost of a hoarse scream in his throat

He left the actual head behind at Bath-
urst. where he changed =hip for Tene-
riff=, but not his dreams nor the dull ache
in his hanes, At Teneriffe Poliock (rans-
ferred to a Cape liner, hut the head fol-
towed him. He gambied, he tried chesa, he
knew the dan-

even read books: but he
ger of drink. Yet whensver a round
black shadow, a round bhlark ohject,

came Into his range there he looked for
the head and—saw It

Bo, strunciing grimiy and silently with
his excited imagination, Pollock reached
He landed at SEofthampton.
and went on straicht from Waterlioo to
his hanker's in Comnhill In a cah. There
he transacted wmome business with the
manager In & privata mom. and all the
while the head hung llke an ornament
under the bhiack marble mante! and
dripped upon the fender. He could hear
the drops fall and see the red on the fen-
der.

“A protiy fern.” said the marager. fol-,

lowing his eyes. “But it makes the fen-
der rusty.™

“Very.” sald Pollock: “a very protty
fern. And that reminds me. Can you
recommend me a physician for mind trou-
bles T've got a little—what s It*halluci-
nation.” .

The head laughed savazely, wildly. Pal-
lock was surprised the manager did not
notlce t. But the manager only stared
at his face.

With the address of a doctor. Pollock
presently emerged in Cornhill. There was
no cab in sight, and so he went on down
to the western end of the streel, and es-
sayed the cr W OPP the M
House. The crossing ‘s hardly casy even
for the expert Londoner; cabs, vans, ear-
riages. mail carts, omnibuses go by In
<one Incessant stream. To any one fresh
from the malarious sollitudes of Bierra
Leone It is a holling, maddening confu-
sion. But when an Invertsd head sud-
denly comes bouncing ,like an India-rub-
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back. It was only when It returmed
that he noticed it had left him for a dny.
“If my akull had been smashed instead
of my fingers, “it might have gone altp-
g=ther.” gald Pollock, staring thoughtful-
ly at the dark cushion that had taken om
for the time the shape of the head.

child, 44 you get very much religious
training ™

“Very little,” sald Pollock.

A shafle passed over the physician's
face. “T don't kmow !f you have heard
of the miraculous cures—Iit may be, of
course, they are mnot miraculous—at
Lourdes.™

“Faith healing will hardly suit me I
am afraid.” sald Pollock, with his eye on
the dark cushion.

The head distorted Ha scarred features
in an abominable grimace. The physician
went upon a new track, “It's all fmagi-
nation.” he sald, speaking with sudden
briskness. A fair case for faith healing,
anyhow, Your nervous system has run
down. you're In that twilight state of
health when the bogirs come easiost. Th
strong Impression was too much for you,
I must make you up a little mixture that
will strengthen your nervous system—
especially your braln And you must
take axercise '

“I'm no good for faith heallng,' mmid
Pollock.

“And therefors we must restors tone
Go In search of stimulating alr—Scot-
land, Norway, the Alps—"

“Jericho, If you lke,” wmald Pollock,
“where Naaman went."

However, so soon as his fingers would
let him, Pollock mede a galiant attempt
to follow out the doctor’s suggestion. It
was now November. He tried football;
but to Pollock the gams consisted In
kicking a furlous invertad head about &
field. He was no good at the game. He
kicked blindly. with a kind of horror, and
when they put him back into goal, and
the ball came swooping down upon him,
nhe suddenly yelled and got out of it way.

One day early In Desember his cousin
Arnold—his next of kin—ecame to ses him
and draw him out, and watch his sunken,
vellow fare with narrow, eager eyes
And it seemed to Pollock that the hat his
cousin carried In his hand was no hat at
all, but a Gorgon head that glared at
him upside down and fought with its eves
agalnst his reason. However, he was
still resclute to see the matter out. Ha
got a bievcle, and, riding-over the frosty
road from Wandsworth to Kinextion,
| found the thing rolling aleng at hi= ride
and lraving a dark trail behind (t. 1=
set Hiz teeth and rode faster. Then sul-
denly, an he came down the hill townrd
! Richmond Park. the apparition rolled n
front of him and under his wheel,
auickly that he had no time for thousht,
amd, turning quickly to avold It
flung viclontly against a heap of stones
and hroke his left wrist.

The end came on Christmas morning
All night he had been In & feve
handages encircling his wrist like a
of fire, his dreams more vivid a:
ble than ever. In the cold. eolari
crriain light that came before 1he 29n-
rise, he sat up in his bed. and
head upon the bBracket in the place
bronze jar that had stood there overnis

“T know that Is a bronze far,” he =a.l
with a chill doubt at hiz henrt. Presently
the doubt was [rresistible. FHe
of bed nslowly, shivering, and advan
to the jar with his hand rajssd. Surelr
he would see now his imasination ha
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celved him, recognize the disth e
sheen of bronze. At last, after an agrc of
hesitation, his fingers cams down on the
patterned cheek of the head. He nithe
drew them ssasnodically, The lart stage

was reached, iz sense of touch had ba-
trayed him.

Trembling., stumbling against the hed,
kicking against hls shocs with his bare
feet, a dork confusion eddying round him,
he groped his way to the dressing tnlis,
took his razor from the drawer. and =at
down on the hed with this In his hand.
In the looking glass he saw his own face,
i coloriess, hagpard, full of ultimate hit-
| teiness of despalr,
| He beheld in swift succession the Incl-
| dents in the brief tale of his experience.
| His wretched home, his still more
wretched schooldays. the years of vicious
life he had led since then, one act of pel-
fish dishonor leading to another: It was
all elenar and pitiless now, all its squalid
!fﬂﬂr. In the cold light of the dawn, s
imme to the hut, to the fight with the
Porroh man, to the retreat down the
river to Sulymn to the Mendl assarsin
and his red parcel, to his frantic endeav-
ors to destroy the head, to the growth of
his hallucination. It was a hollucination!
He knew it was. A hallucination mereiy.
For a moment he snatched at hope. Ha
| looked away from the glass. and on the
bracket the Inverted head grinned and
grimaced at him— With the =tiff fingers
of his bandaged hand he feit at his neck
for the throb of his arteries. The morn-
ing was very cold, the steel blade felt
like ice.
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